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Reaſonable Animals, &c. 


8 Nland—Ulyſſes, ae 

| r 

n Tu 551 ly Uh come bither from Tr roy ; 

F. or arms and for eloquence fam d from a boy; 

Be they women or men, I know how to come o'er em 

Am ſctilful alike in the field or the Forum: 

Sometimes like a merchant, ſometimes a philoſopher, 

Old Ocean's broad face bold as braſs did I croſs 
over; 

And yet on this iſland what fortune is mine, 

To ſee my companions turn d aſſes and ſwine ! 

What indignity !---how do I this dilemma curſe, 


Far Penelope's — and the fire of Telemachus. 
Would 


£23 

2 IT you further infirufed be what and who F. am, h 
1 married to Pyleus the Daughter of Priam ; 

By a ſcheme of vun, "midſt a whole heap of 

„5 FLOOR $8 - 208 N | 
This wiſe little head of mine found out Achilles : 3 
"Twas my wooden horſe made the Trojans all Ty ſo, 


And 58 Fd Was lock d up in, the the of Ca 


7 # ff 


Heartily = of each other's ſociety, Circe and 
I have agreed to ſeparate. She no longer finds 
me the ſturdy Ulyſſes, fluſhed with conqueſt 
from the Trojan war; and for me, I could 
Boner change 5 4 the filchieſt of 


longer to her capricioys tamper. Ah, my poor 
countrymen, how W they look ! Iwthhl 
could Prevail : upon that vixen of n enchaütrefs 
to reſtore then to their former Reue. "Zoudts ! 
here ſhe Is. 1 had beſt ſpeak civil ts her, for 
fear of having my noſe clawed again. Servant, 
* mam? "Eirce,” 1 wiſh: you would grant me a 
favouk W r CRORE * UNSSYUT dB 
8 Any thing, n chat wort defer 
your departure. 5 AI e 
U. "Don't fear that: Te rather ſer fait in a 
cockle-ſhell 51 A | 1 $6 
1 a Well, What i 18 it? 0 8 | 
nj "S: 1 I would requeſt of you to diſenchant 
7 ſome 


k# ] 


fome of my companions, and ſuffer them to ac- 


company me to Greece. 

Cir. Search around, aud. le Naur whole 
retinue, ir you can FOR on them to forego 
their preſent form. 

UL No great difficulty 1 in i that, 1 fangy. 5 

"Gi. More than you Ire aware 5 
chem. OY 2 

N. I. the avi mall ww age” 2 I 
can neither bleat, nor roar, nor bark, nor bray? 

Cir. With tat Wand you wWill give them 
ſpeech, and deprive them of their ferocity. 
U. Bur will that wand giye them reaſon? 

Cir. Oh no, that might miſlead | em; 10> 
ſtinct wilt direct them better. Adieu, wiſe 

Ulyſſes! You look mighty ſagaclous, a a” 

r m terribly : afraid Lyou'l 80 home hb yourſe b 
A. 1 R. n L 


Py 
"I 


Gi, 20, nd hour mates from their errors anbei | 
Begin, mighty regſoner ! this labour in uin 
Perſwade, and intreat, and prevail if you can, 


Th J fancy ge. 0 fuiſhjuf here any e. 


Your eloquence: never Was yet known to fail, 
But in this cafe fins ſpeeches will nothing avail; 


To inſtin# compar d, reaſott's language how minge is! 


For. _ har IR while peg. COMDINCES. 


— ' 
— — — - +. 


(to) 


SCENE u. Ubjee, 6 Wal. 


If I might credit Circe, this would be pro- 
per labour for Hercules. Here comes a gen- 
tleman open-mouth'd, that I ſhould be afraid 


of mecting if I had.not this wand in my hand. 


RECITATIVE: 


What beaff art thou my good friend, bard 
Pb? | 
Wolf. I am @ wolf, fr. at your ſervice. | 4 | 7 

Ul. las, poor devil! 
Wolf, Pray: friend, 1 art 2 
Sure I'm a poorer devil than thou art. 
Ul. Tam a mans-- _. 
Wolf. | Which thou art vain of. 
UI. Why, is't matter to complain of? | 
Wolf. This fame conceit is out of ſeaſon; 
bin t thou, vile biped, with thy reaſon, 
Or folly rather, thou ought't not droop head, 
Trucfle and how 10 me, a quadruped? 
Ul. _ Why are not men to beaſts ac deu, 
PSA Like thee Superior EN 
Wolf. fi * . Ceaſe this : | 
' Thy ao top #6,-=—but lis in knavery. 


(en.) 
But this is matter of ſuggeſtion : 
What man wert thou, anſwer that queſtion? 
Why, fir, Iwas a man-deſtroyer. 
Ob, what a general ? 
No, a lawyer. 


5 wy kept a coach; liv'd in à palate. 


Wolf. 


= . 


What couldſt thou fear then, wolf? 
The gallows. 

Lawyer or wolf, Ido not alter, 

But here hangs no impending halter; 

For members of the wolf community 
Ranjack the fold, fir, with impunity. 
Suppoſe with power for the nonce I wiſb yon 
To become man ? 
PII join not iſſue. 
To conſcience or remorſe a ſtranger, 
Here will I pillage out of danger. 


A I R. 
Tho' no one ever ſaw 
Any limb of the law 
Manage quibble or flaw, 
Loop-hole or ſham plea, 
Sink a counſellor's fee, 
Falſe witneſs procure ye, 
Take a bribe, pack a jury, 
Like me ; | 
5 B 2 Ta 


(12) 


Zet as there: s Ho ſport 
In moving the court, - 
In taxing one's bills, 
Detect ing. forged wills, 


And lite ri As, which to. ſerve my ae, 


T often bave run: 


"Ofnab for 


Ill have none, © 
But prefer, 
My good fir, 


1 


The * a era oe a were. 


ol 
Tho” none for Jobn Doe, 


Tom-a-Stiles, Richard Roc, A 


Such good cauſe could Peu, 


Or procure a derree, 
Or ftretch one ſheet to three, 


Without ſenſe or philology, 


By glorious rautology, 
Like me. e a 


Yet as tre, &. 


— 


SCENE 


683 
SCENE. Ill. Chin, 4 Hin. 


So much for the reaſoning of a wolf. Here 
comes a ptetty hen coup, coup; biddy, 


biddy, biddy---She's frighten'd at the fight of 


a man. (' Ti onches her with his wand) 


Hen. A: n vhjecs hood ancommon'!- - 
Ul. Speak, pretty ben, wilt bt a woman 
Hen. No; 10\;. that\ftate am I ate ſore foet ; 
PII ta in this my\metambryboſe. - 
T'other and I for ever jar ſhall. 
Ul. y to a groveling lot ſo partial? 
Hen. When to quit woman's formit fort'd me, 
From an old huſband it divorc' d me. 
Ul. You bad regretted more a young mes, 
| The objection I confeſs a. ftrong on. 
But that want I can ſoon Jupply--- BY 
Hen. With ſome young mincing amorous. . * 
With griſtly limbs, and ſmirking antic leer; 
No, no, give me my charming chanticleer. 
How B * 
What d ye fartleut? 


Your tafte ho fingulary dame partlet. 

How blind ure on 1---but look at home, 

And ſee the cauſe why your wives roam; 
ee 


- — 


a 


6 
1c not that you at ſprine of beauty 
Offer no true religious duty ? 

That dogs and miſſes, play and borſes, 
Engendering embryo divorces, - 
| Provoke your wives whilſt you neglef them; 

To chooſe out others to protect them? 

Not fo my mate; when in our ſhed, 

He calls the ſun from Thetis bed; 

Tho' twenty of us — 

He finds employment for us all; 

Then ſtruts about, and claps his _ 
ar me and then be ſings. N 


A I R. 


No, no, ay chanticleer all fil! 
Surpaſs the feateſt man; | 

For a game-cock erows when he will; 
A huſvand when he tan, 


When to the barn we take our way; MY 
Or pecking on the dunghill fray; 


Every ſingle grain of c l, ‚ 
In his dear e n n 21543 


Ne, no, Nc. 8 


wo ) 
His lovely beak's pellucid pearl,. 
His tail has g majeſtic curl; | 
His comb's like coral to bebold, © 
His feathers ſhine like burniſh'd gold. © 
No, no, &c, 8 | 


SCENE: IV. ahn a Fog. 


U. Mrs. Partlet SR to beas den ou of 
her conjugal rights, as a rich widow become 
the wife of a fortune- hunter. Here comes a 
hog; I fear 1 ſhall get but Byte reaſon from 
him. 5 


RE CITATIVE. 


Hog. This aſthma gives me fuch a dizzineſs ! 
Ul. Hear me, friend hog. | 

Hog. bat is thy bung? 
Ul. Ta tom, ere ou all- oh you . — 

man, 
Thy Eto F ag 

Hog. | A Grecian a 
UI. Heavens, what a change! it moves my pig 
Hog. What change? I ſeem till in the city. 


UL. 


3s 16 ) 
Ul. Vn you've yaur paunch, i if Iperuſe you a 
Hog. Why yes, I eat and drink as uſual. 
Ul. Yet fill live i in my. court? OL 
Hog. | Met | 
| 74 Father wallow i in thy 95. 
Ul. Hear reaſon. | * 
Hog. Poem 8 ; 
PII die in this my firſt vocation. 
Fi in thy ſoul thou ft ought ambitious, 
1 'l] tempt thee with all things « delicious: 7 
I dginties that the ſeaſons Pegl--- Wi 
Ho 8. Pd rather eat my harley-meal.. _ Ts 
5 Appetite s all---in man's array, | 
1 made but three poor meals a- day; 
But fince of hogs I ve. join d the throng, 26 
J eat and guzzle all day long. 


»* „„ IE ITT 2 „ 
: * 1 1 4 


_ — 3 - 4 


. * * * - © a S ©" 
9 * - - „ 8 * 2 


For dainties Ie bad of them all, EI 
' Mt taverns, Lord Mayor's and Guilabal, 
Where the purveyors, nothing fingy ONE 
To cram the wallet, 1 55 
Hud pamper the palate, 
Had rarities brought from India. 


a 


( #7 7) 


1] here have na books to arrange, 
Nor at two need I &er go to *Change, 
Have no buſineſs with bond, note or tally ; 
Nor need I from any ill-luck, 
Neither bull, nor yet bear, nor lame duck, 
Ever fear waddling out of the alley. 


Then what ſignifies what one takes in ? 
For when one's crammed up to the chin, 
Yet truly, good fir, to my thinking, 

If on veniſon and wines, 

Or on hog-waſh one dines, 


At laſt 'tis but eating and drinking. 


SCENE V. Uliſes, a Linnet. 


N. I begin to fear Circe was in the right--- 
faith I don't know which to admire moſt, the 


groſſneſs of the four-legged gentry, or the pert- 
nels of the feathered tribe, 


SCENE VI. Ulyfes, à Bull. 


RECITATIVE.' 


N bali this, a bull? By the ghoft of Priam, 
This is too mutch---Knoweſt thou who I am ? 
* Bull. 


Bull. 


Ul. 


Bull. 


11 
Bull. 
DI. 


Bull. 
Ul, 


Bull. 


Bull. 


(48) 
Arrab not J. | 
ry What a diſaſter ! 
Jam thy King, my friend, and maſter ; 
Who will relieve thee from thy diftreſſes, 
Honey, my maſters are all miſtreſſes; 
And all my kings are queens, d ye ſee 2 
Bull, wilt thou go along with 424 
And become man? 
Fait I will nat. 
I muſt perſwade thee, and that's flat. 
Thy life ſhall be a life Saturnian. 
What Greek art thou? 
Me 3 Hiburnian, 
Well, fince man's form thou once didſt wear, 
Thy country's neither here nor there, 


What's thy e 4 


Fait my trade 16, 
Juſt wh it was, ta tou rt the ladies, 


= f 


A I R. 
Lt my flory you'd know 4 4 was Patrick 
Mulroony, 
A jontleman, and Ireland my nation; ; 
To be ſure I was not a tight fellow too, honey, 
Beforoy tranſmogrification, 
T did 


(9) 
T did not at all talk of flames and of darts, 
To conquer the fair, the dear jewels ! 
And with huſbands, becauſe why I won their 
wives hearts, 


1 did not fight plenty of duels. 


Then arrah bodder how you can, 
u' neer perſwade me, honey; 
For I ſhall always, bull or man, 
Be Patrick Mulroony. 


II. 
At Almack's, at White's, and at Brooke's and 
Boodle's, 
When I've ſat up all night in ; the morning, 
Mongft black legs, and pigeons, and coggers and 
noodles, 
The calling to uſe I was born in; 
To be ſure many gold guineas it yields, 
But ſince tis a ſervice of danger, 
In a better man now, I'm à bull in the fields, 
To popping or tilting a ſtranger. 


Then arrah bodder, &c, 


C 2 SCENE 


2 ( 20 ) 


SCENE the laſt. 


All the Characters, and feveral other Animals. 


D. I was a beaſt myſelf when I believed 
theſe ſenſual creatures would conſent to put on 
the form of any thing human, T'll try no more, 
and ſee the bark that ſhall bear me from this 
deteſted iſland. Circe, farewel for ever. Pe- 
nelope, I'm thine. 


FINALE. 


Animals. Great Signor, Ulyſſes, we wiſh you good 

| 4 d 

= UL Aboard there ; prepare, for no longer I'll 

ſlay. 

An. May preſperous gales with their winds 
ill envelope ye, : | 

Aud waft you home ſafely to Madam 

Penelope. 

Bark dogs! and bleat ſheep ! mew cats! 

aſſes bray ! 


Ul. 


Ul, 


e 
The devil may fetch you. 
Come, prick up your ears, 
Aud give the redoubtable hero three g 
Lil. fail from this ſhore, 


To behold it no more: 
Away]! away! away! 


During the ſymphony the bark ſails off with 


Ulyſſes, after which the different animals 


addreſs themſelves to the audience.] 


Wolf. 


Hen. 


VAUDVILLE. 


Tama wolf, gents. and b. be a man, 

But in this ſtate, as f other, tis catch as 
catch can; | 

Nay, mine's beſt, for my wants alond 
preying I ſcamper, 

While you new * with your luxury 
pamper. 

Tf the moral of this von ſhould find to be 
ſeaſonable, 

T hope you will own me an animal rea- 
ſonable. 


You fops, with your tinſel and faſtion's 
fine tackling, 


Pray liſten for once to a fooliſh hen's 
cackling, 


Look 


- 


(. 2& ) 
Look at Chanticleey's vir; his deporiment 
majeſtic 


Aud learn thence a pride for the pleaſures 


domeſtic. 
Tf the oral, cc. 


And 4 for vou, my 4 ſouls in the frows 
make a blutider, 

Like me, and for onte clap the pitce here 
like thunder. | 

Miſs your way, and come here *till the 
houſe is quite full, 1 | 

Fait and troth we ſhall think it a devili ;(6. 
good Bull. 


If the moral, &, 


